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fra». You come mol) carefully vpon your houre. 

Bar. ’Tis now ftrooke twelue, get thee to bed Frantifco„ 

Fran. For this reliefe much thanks^is. bitter cold, 

And I am lick at heart. 

Bar. Haue you had quiet guard i 
Fran. Not a Moufe ftirring. 

Bar. Well, good night s 
Ifyoudoe meet Horatio and Marcellw .. 

The riiiaJis of my watc h, bid them makehali 

Enter Horatio and Mar- 
eellke. 

Frak c ifcot heare them , ftand bo , who is 

there ? 

Hera. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And Leegemen to the ‘Dane. 

Fran. Giue you good night. 

iMarce/lm. O , farewell honeft Souldiers, who hath re- 
lieu’d you? 

Fran. Bernardo hath my place ; giue you good night. Fran. 
MarHolh.'Bamardo,. 

Bar. Say what, is Horatio there ? 

Her a. Apeeceofhim, 

Bar. Welcome Horatio , welcome good MarceUttt. 

Hora. What hat’s this thing appear’d againe to night h 

Bar. I haue feene nothing. 

tJMar. Horatio i'ayes 'tis but a fantafic, 

And w 11 not let beliefe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of vs. 

Therefore I haue intreated him along, 

With vs to warch the minutes of this night . 

That if againe this apparition come, 

He may approue our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. Tulh,Tulh, 'twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sitdowneawhile, 

And ice vs once againe aflaile yous earcs, ^ 
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Prince @f Dennoarfee* 

That are fo fortified againft our ftoty, 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe, 

Anddet vs heare ‘Barnardo fpeake of this. 

Bar. Laft night of all, 

When yond fame Oar thatsWeftward fronvthe Pole? 

Had made his courfe t’lllumin that part ofheauen 
W here now it burnes, LMarcellm and my lelte 
The Bell then.beating one. 

Enter G heH. 
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Mar. Peace breake thee off looke where it comes againe, 
Bar. In the fame 6gure like the Kingthats dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholler fpeake to it Herat, o 

Hora v Mol) like, it horrowes me with fcare and wonder. 

Bar. It would be fpoke to. 

Mar. Speake to it Horatio > ^ . , 

Hora. What aft thou that vfurpft this time ot night. 
Together with that fair-e and watlike forme. 

In which the Maiefly of buried ‘Denmark? 

|>;d fomtimes march:by heauenl charge tb« fpeak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Bar. See it ftaukes away. 

Hora. Stay, fpeake, fpeake I charge thee fpeake. 

Exit Gbofl . 

Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwere. 

Bar. How now Horatio. you tremble & look pale. 

Is not this fomething more then phatuafie B 
What thinke you of it ? 

Hora. Before my Godl might not this bcleeu^. 
Without the fenfible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eies. 
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